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NDER the moonlight
and amid rare flowers
that yield their per-
fume to the Summer
air, where the soft fall |
of the water that drops |
fromwn the fountain iuto
its marble basin below
and the faint twitter of
some sleepy bird arc all |
the sounds to be heard, ‘
had Lyle Dermott been
made the happiest of |
men.

For there had Mary
Severne, the beauntiful
daughter of Banker
Severne, given her |
white haud to him, and said: “I love you.” |
Sweetost words ever spoken by the dearest
lips in the world to him. Now they are pacing
slowly up and down the broad, graveled walk,
bordered by brilliaut flowers, whose hues are |
soltened aud etherealized by t[re slanting |
mooubeams that fall across their drooping
heads. |

They are perfectly happy. these two. for |
there i no obstacle in the way of a speedy and |
biissful consmmmation of their most ardent
hopes. Yet, strangely enough, their conversa-
tion turns npon sorrowful things,

“Lyle,” said Miss Severne, tarning toward
him & pair of tender brown eyes, whose depths
beld unbounded bLappiness, * what do you
think would be the greatcst sorrow that could
fall upon one?” _

He turned suddenly and tightened his clasp
on the hand he held. *To lose the onc we
jove best in all the world,” he auswered,
gravely. * But why talk so gloomily when tho |
future is all bright before us?”

“ do not know, she murmured, softly; “but
the thovrht came to me—I have often thought
of it before now—and, do yon know, I think
the saddest fate in all the world is to be for-
gotten.” !

“ Forgotten !” he added, wonderingly.

“Yes; to feel that we are nothing to one to
whom we bad been all; that our presence or
absonee is not felt by them ; that they are as |
jndifferent to us as the veriest stranger. Ob, |
it is awful to me!” and she drew closer still to |
his side. ) |

“There! Let us cast such forebodings to the |
wind as easily as I do this flower,” and, stoop- l
ing, he gatbered s blush rose and scattered its ]
petals on the evening air.

“Syeh dark thoanghts are not for you, my
beloved,” he continued, tenderly. *You are !
sheltered from all the storms of this rough
world, and slways shall be.”

“Perhaps it is because you are going away,”
Miss Severne remarked, as they tarned to re-
trace their way down the long walk.

“(h, yes,” and an impatient frown settled
on Lyle Dermott's brow. “That is too bad;
but Richards would send no ove but me.”

“Why not?”

“Well, you see his mind is set on making
some investmeuts in real estate in weslern
Miaseachusetts, buying wup farms, which he
thinks will eventually rise on his bands, and
make him richer than he is now. It is some
wild scheme of his to advertise these places,
boom them, so to speak, and thus raise their
value. So iie wants me to take a trip through
these districts, and negotiate for all the land I
ean bay cheap.”

* Wheu do you start?” asked Mary.

“To-morrow."”

“ 8o soon ? ” she murmured.

*“The sooner I start the sooner I will return,
love,” said he.

So they parted, as all fond lovers do, with
tender vows and promises.

Ah, how many of us have parted like that!

How mauy bands we have taken in ours;
how many trembling lips kissed, as we mur-
wured * only for a little while” Well, per-
bape it may be for a little while, bat often it is
for all time, and until eternity should bring us
again face to face,

Lyle Dermott rose early the next morning
and, with a merry heart, set out on his journey.
It was June weather, perfect, sunshiny, the air
Jaden with the seent of richest bloom from
garden sud Geld. From the open car window
he conld eatch the perfume of roses, mingled
with the faint, sweet breath of flowers that
bloowed in sbady woodland baunts, through |
which they passed. He was not a haudsome
young mau, this Lyle Dermott, in the sense in
which the word is usually sccepted. Bat the
sunny gray eyes spoke of a cheerful good na-
ture, as well as 8 well-balanced intellect. The
face was one to be trusted and loved, rather
than admired for its classic outlines, or artistic
eoloring. In build he was a good specimen of
the athlctic men turned out by the training of
our best colleges of to-day.

Lyle Dermott was the only son of the senior
pariver of a rich banking firm in Boston, when
it had been Dermott & Richards, Now that
his father was dead and the firm name had
been chouged to Richards & Dermott, he was
the jupivr psriner, and, in fact, the active
partuer, for Mr, Richards was nearly past
work, aud contented himself with starting
wew enterpriges for bis younger partner to
carry out. Now be bad become wild over the
acres of land going to waste in some of the
small towns in western Massachusetts, These
deserted farios, he believed, could be bought,
snd then by s little jodicious booming sold
again, at a profit, thus benefiting humaunity
gnd his own pocket at the eame time.

When tho shades of night bad wrapped the
landscupe in that indistinguishable huoe that
precedes the gtarlit darkness of the night, the |
cars drew up ut & small station inan out-of-the-
way town miles and miles from the busy city
of iloston,

With a sigh of thank{ulness that the journey
was ended Lyle Dermott arose from his seat
aud nlighted from the ears.

The station was all dark save for the dim
light in the waiting-room. Away up the long
line of the track the train disappearcd with a
hiss and a roar, and one by one the gignal lan-
terns gleamed out agaiost the fast-increasing
darkuoess.

He wzs evidently the only passenger, and he
st once started on an investigating tour.

Ipside the dingy rcom be found the sta-
tion agout stretched out for a nap on =a sct-
Lee,

“Can you tell me where Ishall ind abotel?”
asked Lyle.

“Eb,"” gleepily answered the agent, rubbing
bis eycs, “hotel ; mope mearer than Beetown,
two wiles away.”

“Js there any place where Ican putup?”
asked Dermott.

“Not around here. There 2in't any honses
bere. This is ouly & station. You must have
got off at the wrong place.” :

“Whew!” Dermont whistled s soft, low
whisile, expressive of disgust,

“Arcn't there any bouses pear here?”

“A few farmhouses a mile and s half eway.”

“Auny conveyauces?”

“.l\'u."

The agent was evidently bored or sleepy.

“Then 1 must walk,” decided Lyle, consult-
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reach Beetown by 9. In what direction lies the
town? "™

The agent pointed with bis finger toward the
western hills, where the sun Lhad lately gone
to rest.

*Jeep right straight ahead,” he said; you'll
see the lights when you get there.”

Dermott smiled to himself,

“8o I suppose. Well, good-night.”

Jut the agent was slready in Dreamland.
His last train was in, and he could sleep now
until morning.

Lyle started off at a swinging pace down the
rond. He thought himself entirely alone, but
had he been gifted with eyes in the back of
his head he might have seen a secoud figure
slonch out of the shadows that lurked about
the little station and follow him at a distance,
tukivg eare to keep on the dark side of the
read. It was not the station agent either; for
e was smoring now, at peace with all the
world.

The stars came out one by one, but the moon
was only just risingz, and darkness began to
gather thickly over all the fields and woods.

Lyvie Dermott did not reach Beetown that
night, nor indeed lor a tong time after that.

Silently the dark form followed him, each
moment lessening the distance between them;
then he erept up behind the happy fellow
whistling so unconcerunedly, and drawing some-
thing from beneath his coat, rnised it high in
the air, and brought it down with terrible force
on the head of his unsuspecting victim,

Without a word he went down.

Then the form knelt by Dermott's side
and cleaned his pockets out. He left abso-
lutely nothing, so afraid was he that some-
thing of waloe might be overlooked; gold
watich, pocket-book, and papers, all were
transierred.

Then one solitary figure went on its way to
Beetown, and that otber lay by the side of the
rosd, with the stars of heaven shining down
on his nnconscious face and the night dews
gathering on his pallid brow.

The next morning, when the crimson streaks
of coming day were showiog faintly in the
east, Farmer Deaun started for Beetown. But
he did not arrive there, for half way he cameo
upon the body of a man lying by the side of
the road.

e jumped ont of his wagon and knelt by
the body. Then be put his baod over the
henrt,

“ By ginger, he's alive,” he ejaculated.

The beart was still beating.

Then the farmer put both hands in his
pockets, where he stood on the road, and gave
vent to a long whistle.

* Robbery,"” by gosh!”

Then another whistle.

Then he went around to the back of the
wagon, where his hired man, who had been
routed ount at an carly bour, lay asleep.

“Jake, Jake,” darn it, be you dead, too?
Here, wake up.”

“Wha—what!” drawled the sleepy fellow.

“A dead man, that's all,” shouted Farmer
Dean in Lis ear.

Juke spraug to his feet as though he were
shot.

*Where? Where?"” he cried wildly.

Oune look was suflicient.

Carefully the now wide-awake Jake and
Farmoer Dean lifted up the inanimate form and
pliced it among the vegetables in the wagon.
Then they turned the horse’s head and back
they went past the lonesome little station to
one of the broad white farm-houses that lay
scattered about the fertile valley.

Then Jske rode post-baste after a doctor,
The injured man was put to bed, and Mollie,
Farmer Dean’s delicate daughter, who looked
us if a puff of wind from of her native hills
would waft her frail form afar off, gently bathed
the blood from the poor wounded forchead,
and smoothed the shapely white hand, now
restiess with fever., The doctor came again
and again. The naturally strong constitution
bore up uobly under the terrible straiun, and in
early September Lyle Dermott came out of his
room and sat down in Farmer Dean’s sitting-
room o well man,

Mollie was sewing when he seated himself
beside her, and she raised her eyes timidly to
his, while her pale cheek flushed & delicate
pink,

“ It seems mice to have yon well,” eghe said.

“It does to me,” he replied heartily, “and
under God I owe my recovery to your father
and you.”

Mollie's eves grew wide with wonder.

“Do you think it so strauge that we ecared
for you? Do you think my father would let &
fellow-creature lie in the road, hurt =s you
were, und not bring him to his home? Father's
ways are rough sometimes, but his heart is very
kind and good.”

The maiden's eyes were tender with unshed
tears asshe paid this tribute to her father,
“Your father is one of God’s noblemen,”
said Dermott.

Then a puzzled look overspread his face,
*Mollie,” said he, *were therc any papers
about 1y body when your father found me.”

“No; everything had been taken.”

“ Have I said anything to give you a clew to
my identity "

“ No.”

Again the same puzzied look came into his
eyes.

“ Do you know,” he said, ** that I have for-
gotten all my lile, previous to that unfortun-
ate night? "

The girl opened her eyes in amazement,

“ It is true,” he said sadly. “1 do not know
how I came here, where I belong, or what my
business was. 1 think my name is Perry ; at
any rate, that will have to do me, for all my
past is a blank.”

“Never mind,” said the girl gently, “per-
haps it will come to you, sometime.”

“ Perhaps,” he asscuted, doubt{ully; and so
the matter rested,

As George Perry—the first name that had
occurred to him, Lyle Dermott became kuown
to the country people ‘round about,

Farmer Dean grew to be like a father to the
young man, and Mollie, though not a sister, was
perhaps dearer than a sister could be. Hesecured
a good position in the office of a manufetoring
concern in Beetown, but his home was with the
Deans, So thelong Winter wore away and the
pleasant days of early Summer filled the earth
aguin with sunshine and gladness. Perry, us
we know him now, grew stroug and healthy,
and filled his position of trust with satisfaction
to iis employers, His bhead was perfectly lovel,
but the past was a blank, and oceasionally the
mwystified expression rose from the depths of
Lis pray eyes.

At about this time he became aware that
Aollio Dean repgarded him with tenderer feel-
ings than mere friendly regard.

He noticed, too, snother thing about her.
She was a frail flower, and already that New
Euglund disease, consumplion, had marked her
young life as a prey to its rapacity, as the hec-
tic bloom on her fair cheek testified,

Ile loved her.

Hhe was so gentle, she had been so much to
him when he ueeded help, that he conld not
belp loving ber, and it pained him deeply to
sco her droop as she did sometimes in the try-
ing Spriug days.
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So one night in early June, when she was
walking among the old-fashioned flowers, he
joined her, and told her the old, old story, 80
sweet to youthful hearts,

“I love you."”

She had spoken the low words that linked
ber future with his, and lovingly, trustingly
giveh her heart into his keeping.

“] cannot tell you anything of my past,
dear,” he said, as bhe held her soft hand in his,
“I wish I conld. Baut it is a poor, nameless
wanderer, with no past, you have taken for
better or worse.”

“You have a futare,” she whispered, hope-
fully, *and I will share it for a little while, at
least. I do not care what lies buried in that
forgotten past, dear. Surely if you cannot re-
call it, and I have never kuown it, we may be
happy.”

“God graot it,” he said. Then in a little
while he spoke to her again, in the tender,
caressing way he had always used toward her.
“ Come, you must go in now; tlie night air is
damp. 1 will stay out for one cigar and then
go to bed; but you, dear—this air is too cool
for vou,”

“Yes, I will go,” she answered him,” but
there is one thing I want to say to you before
I go,” and she stopped in the path close by his
side. “If I die—sometimes I have thought I
should not live to be very old—but if I should
die, dear, say yon will never forget me. Oh, I
could not bear to be forgotten.”

There was pitiful earnestness in the fremu-
lous voice and the childish blue eyes.

“ Mollie, darling, don’t talk so; you pain me,”
and his eyes grew very grave,

The maiden stooped and picked a rose, a
biush rose, from a bush near by, then she
looked up at him with laughing eyes from
which the sadness had vanished.

“@Good night, dear love,” she said as ghe
turned to leave him; then threw the rose
gently at him, from over hiershounlder, and ran
into the house.

He stooped to pick it up, but it fell to pieccs
beneath his touch, and its petals were scattered
to the evening winds, while a faint perfume
ascended from the heart of the dying flower.
When he rose to his feet his face bore the ashy
paleness of death, the cold damp of almost un-
bearable angunish started ont on his forehead,
and he leaned against the fence nearby for sup-
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pol-‘or in that brief moment he had remem-
bered.

His life, with its promising past, had come
back to him in a flash, and with it what depths
of woe!

In his newly-awakencd conscionsness his
love for Mary Beverne stood out with all the
force of manly passion, to be felt but once,
while the tenderness he experienced for sweet
little Mollie Dean resolved itself into its true
form, brotherly love and pity. All that night
he lay awake thinking, and in the morning he
told Mollie of what had come to him, only he
could not bring himself to speak of Mary
Severne.

“Oh, I am so glad,” said the unsuspecting
irl.

. “So glad,” be groaned within himself; so
glad, when he was ready to die.

Bound by two ties, to break one of which
would be death tothe fragile flower hero; to
break the other, a living death to himself.

*“What isthe matter? Are you not pleased?”
asked Mollie.

“Of course, child ; but this return to sanity
will necessitate my absence for a few days, pos-
sibly & week. 1 must let them know where I
have been, and then, you know, we must goon
go down to Boston for good,” and he smiled at
the blushing girl, who conld not guess what
that * we” had cost him.

The next day Mr. Richards looked up from
his desk to see before him one risen from the
dead.

“Eh! upon my soul!” he ejaculated, rising
to his feet in astonishment.

“Don’t you know me, Mr. Richards?" asked
Lyle,

“Know you? yes; but, bless me, where have
you been for a year back?” he said, grasping
Lyle’s hand in a hearty grip while a suspicious
moisture rose to his eyes.

“Not a great way off.”

“Sit down, sit down,” urged the elder man,
sinking into a seat himself,

“Now,” when Lyle bad taken a chair, “let
us hear where you have been.”

“Near Bectown, in a farmhbouse in westera
Massachusetts,” returned the young man,

“What were you doing there?”

“Trying to remember who I was and where
I belonged.”

*Why, bless me,” said Mr, Richards, * what
made you forget that? "

““1 will tell you. You remember that I left
here a year ago on a mission for yon?”

“ Yes, yes,” ,

“Well, I alighted at a little station, the
wrong one, us I afterward learned, After learn-
ing my mistake I started to walk the distance
to Beetown, about two miles. When hall-way
there I was attacked from behind by some one
who knocked me senseless, robbed me of every-
thing, even scraps of paper, and left me for
dead ; was picked np the next morning by a
farmer, who carried me through three months
of delirium, and when I recovered I could not
remember any of my past life; assumed the
name ol George Perry because that came to me
first, and ouly recently the knowledge came to
me that I had any business or other relations
in Boston."”

“A curious story,” mused Mr, Richards, “but
I have heard of a number of similar cascs,
Strange we didn’t think of that. After your
mysterious disappearance we advertised and
put detectives on your track, but it was all use-
less. So we gave you up for lost.”

“And dead,” supplemented Lyle.

““No, never that,” asserted Mr. Richards., I
a]way’s feit sure you would come back some
time.’

There was one more visit for Lyle Dermott
to psy, and he started out with a heavy heart,

Arriving at Mr. Severne's residence, he sent
up word to Mary, stating simply that he
brought news of Lyle Dermott.

A soft rustle of silken robes heraled her ap-
proach, and in another moment she stood be-
ture him.

Hope and fear struggled for the mastery in
Ler eyes, as she enterced the room. Then she

| Baw him, and with a quick, glad cry of * Lyle,

dearest,” she crossed the short space that di-
vided them, and elung to him, sobbing in the
transport of her joy.

“Muary, dear one,” he murmured, softly,
caressing her silken hair with his hand, **it
wius ernel of me to surprise you so,”

*No,no; 1 am so glad,” she said brokenly,
“I thought you were dead, and you have come
lack to me; oh, my love.”

Then he remembered,

A cruel pang rent his heartstrings, and
something like a groan escaped him,

He led her to a seat, and sat down himself
beside her.

Then he told her what he had already told
Mr. Richards,

“How terrible,” murmured Mary, pressing
closer to his side, “but it is all over now.” His
face grew ghastly, but she could not see it.
Her own eyes were covered with one soft,
white haund, over which trickled a few pearly
tears,

* Wait,” he said gravely, ‘““there is more to
tell. Farmer Dean, who was so kind to me,
had a daughter.”

“Yes,"” assents Miss Severne in low tones,

With a great effort Lyle Dermott pulled him-
gelf together and continued:

*She is a frail, delicate girl, who is already
in the first stages of consumption, I fear. With
eareful treatment she might live a few years,
A shock would be fatal in a short time.

Mary Severme sat with bowed head, but no
word came from her lips, so he went on:

“She was an angel of goodnessto me while 1
wns so strangely ill, and under the influence of
the disease which held me for a year I grew to
like her.”

He hesitated, and Mary murmured softly
“Yes, 1 sce.”

* One fatal day in June, I not remembering—
you will forgive me, Mary—I asked her to be
my wife,"

In silence he waited for her to speak.

She lifted her head, and from her face every
vestige of color bad fled.

Then, with a painfal gasp, the words came:

“You had forgotten me. Ob, Lyle, Lyle, my
heart is broken,”

He rose from his seat and stood before her,
while his words came fast, each one dropping
like lead on the gentle heart before him,

“It is tootrue. Oh, my God! If I conld
call back those days. BShe loves me, Mary, as
tenderly as you ¢verdid, but I swear to you in
this, the most solemn moment of my life, that
I nover loved her with the love I feel for yon,
never for a moment,”

o ?I?’ that true, Lyle, even when I was forgot-
ten

“As God is my witness, it is true,” he re-
sponded.

She rose, with the light of a heavenly deter-
mination in her beautiful eycs, laid her haud
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goftly on his arm, apd said :

“Lyle, if never through it all you have been
untrue to me, then I can bear it. You say it
would kill this girl tolearn the truth. Do you
think 1 wonld willingly sliorten her life ? No;
go to her, fulfill your vows to her, and make
Lier happy.”

“Oh, wmy love,” he answered her, T eannot.”

“Hush, It is the only way. Could you do
anything that would hasten her death? To
think of all her kindness to you, Ob, you can-
not repay it with such cruelty.”

“(30,” she urges him. “I shall be happierin
the knowledge that we have done right than
if we had seclfishly soughit our own happi-
pess."”

“The day may yet come, sometime in the
future,” he tells her as they part, ** when I can
return to you.”

"“If it never does, Lyle,” she says, and her
brown eyes are glorified with the intensity of
her love and sacrifice, **Ishall know, and in
the great herealter we may yet find the happi-
ness that was here denied us,"

So he shut out paradise at her bidding, and
sternly turned his face where duty called.

There was a quiet wedding among the hills,
and Lyle Dermott bronght his young wife to
Boston with him.

If his friends thought it strange they had
long ago learned better than to interfere in his
aflairs, and Miss Severne gave the fcmale gos-
sips who interviewed her no satisfaction.

The nine days’ wonder soon ceased to be a
wonder at all, and Lyle Dermott went his way
among meon, seldom mecting the woman who
had sacrificed herself for the life and happiness
of another.

As for Mary Severne, not one wish of hers
will ever shorten the life of Lyle Dermott’s
wife. But is sheto blama if, in the midst of
her patient waiting, aud when she sometimes
sees the quick flush on the pale check and the
shadows of another world in the blue eyes, is
gshe to blame if she looks forward to a time
when her waiting will be over and he will be
free? BShe is only human, and it is human to
love—and to hope.—Philadelphia Press.
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decmed by the public of more importance. The
publication, therefore, of his specchesand writ-
ingsin this work begins with the agitation of
the tariff question in the 47th Congress, which
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B. Burnett Post, 496, of Tarrytown, N, Y,, and
elicited great commendation,

In the Interests of Precision.
[Pittshurg Chronicle Telegraph.]

“Thoere! Another musquitohasbitten me!"”
exclaimed Mrs. Snagge, as she made a rapid
slap at the insect, and only succeeded in strik-
ing the spot where it had been operating.

“I think you are mistaken,” replied Mr.,
Snaggs.

“Mistaken! Indeed I'm not!
musquite’s bite when I fcel one.”

“That's precisely where you are mistaken,”
Mr. Suaggs went on, 1 know you merely
follow colloquial usage when you say a mus-
quito bit you, but nevertheless nsage is wrong,
It is always well to be accurate, and in this
case it is not accurate to speak of a musquito's
bite, The mosquito’s operations in search of
food are truly interesting, especially when he is
operating on some other person’s epidermis,
He carries with him a remarkable kit of tools,
consisting of two saws, & lance, and a pamp.
With the lance a puncture is made in the skin,
but the perforation is not wide enough for the
insertion of the pump which is to transfer a
portion of your blood to the imsect’s stomach,
80 the saws are introduced, and they commence
to widen the puncture. It is the operation of
the saws which causes the Irritation to which
you nllude ns a Lite. You see, my dear, how
inaccurate it is to talk of & musketo’s bite.
Don’t you?”

“Mr, Snaggs!”

1) well ? n

“You irritate me a
musketos do. Now,
qasestion,”

“Go ahead.”

“ What constitutes a bite?”

“ Well, there can be no bite without tecth.”

“Then Mr. Suaggs,” excinimed his wife tri-
nmphautly, “I amn right after all. The mus.
koto bites with the teeth of his saws. Mr,
Snaggs, it is always well to be accurate. Now”

But she did not finish, A yell and a vicious
slap from her husband indicated that one of

I know a

reat deal more than the
g want to ask you one

the muskolos was giving bim a lesson in the
use of the saws.

Thoss green-eyed girls who have thns far
gone through life wailing that pature put her
own favorite color in their orbs. Let them re-
Jjoice in the writings of Cervantes, Longfellow,
Swinburne, and others, for therein are the
“emerald eyes” most highly praised. Swin-
burne says of the eyes of changing shades:

O fervid eyelids, letting through
Those eyes the greenest of things blue,
The bluest of things gray.”

There are the green eyes that color to brown
or golden, and seem moro like a flower—the
mignonet—than anything else.

Longfellow, in the * Spanish Student,” tells
of the “young and green-eyed Gaditana"” and
her “soft, emerald eyes,”

"A pretily girl, and in her tender eyes
That soft shade of green we sometimes see

In evening skies,”

P

‘Photographa nowadays are disposed of in
different ways. 'The album still holds its own,
but there are besides, bags and boxes, cases and
frames, innumerable. First, there are the
heart-shaped silver or rhinestone frames, that
are particularly pretty for a picture for one’s
dressing-table, The flowered ones with circles
of forget-me-nots or daisies are pleasing frames.
A baby face framed round with daisies is especi-
ally so. A series of panels 184 inches high by 8
inches wide, each holding two pictures, is made
by first taking eight pieces of cardboard of the
given dimensices, and either rounding them at
the top, or cutting them off square. Fourof these
pieces have openings five and one-half inches
one way by three and one-half the other, with
a space twoand a half inches wide between the
upper and lower openings. To cover these,
first cover one side entirely, and then cut the
silk at the openings and fold it back, gluing it
down neatly, These are the front panels. The
back panels are easily covered in the same way,
except that no openings have to be bothered
with.

Then glue the fronts and backs together,
gluing them along the sides, across the cross
pieces between the upper and lower openings,
and across the top and bottom except for a slit
wide enough to allow the photograph to be
easily slipped in. The four panels can be put
together with ribbon hinges, whose ends have
been gined in at the sides, or with ribbons
uzed im about the same way, except that they
are tied in little bows, or a strip of ribbon or
of a double piece of the goods is fastened

down the entire length. In any casethespace
between the panels must be wide enough to
allow them to be folded together. Aunother
way to make this is to take the cardboard
backs, lay them on the silk with a sufficiently
wide space between them to accomplish the
same result as the hinges. Face this space
with a picce of the silk. The silk must be
fastened over the top and bottom of each panel
and at the outer edges of the two end ones.
The fronts are covered in the same way as
above described and are fastened to the backs,
It takes a wide piece of silk to allow all four
panels to be fastened to it as thus described,

but it is a neat method.

P

Another, a circular frame, is nine inches in
diameter, and has an
opening three inches
in diameter. It hasa
layer of batting and
then of muslin before
the silken, cretonune, or
linen cover is put on,
making a padded
frame, very pretty in a
circular shape. Rib-
bons are glued in be-
tween the front and

: back, and are tied in
loose loops. Of course when gluing the front
and back of this together an opening must
be left at the top, so that the picture can be
glipped in. These frames are pretty in flowered
silk, or can be made of crepe or some soft ma-
terial, with a small bunch of flowers fastened
to the lower rim, right under the opening.
One—a rose frame—is of pink silk, with two
or three loosely-caught pink silk roses.

*

*  *
Water-color paper is used for the fourth, but
of courseit can be made
up as others were, ex-
copt for the difference
in shape. These are
made of the heavy
paper, with & banch of
bright flowers painted
on them, Nasturtinms,
in their warm, bright
colors, are pretty to be
painted in careless
groups around the open-
ing. Then the ribbons,
of satin of exactly thesame shade, are needed.
Embroidered linen used this way makes a dainty
frame, and a pretty one had * bacheloy’s but-
tons” embroidered with silk in the bluest of
blues,

e

That economical plan of having several
waists to wear with a dark skirt is one that
has other than its economical beauties to
recommend it. The skirt itsclf should be of
some quiet color, and well made. Black particu-
larly requires careful fitting. Of the three
waists shown, the first is pretty for dark silk. In
black, with silver or gilt braid trimmings, it
would make a very dressy costume with a plain
black skirt. In & story in one of the maga-
zines the girl—the aweetheart—wore a gown
of “shimmery, golden-brown silk "’ made with
goft folds in the waist and a long skirt. It was
belted in with a narrow silver girdle. This
suggests a very pretty effect fora brown silk
waist to be worn with a dark-brown cloth
skirt. Made as shown in this picture with a
fine-patterned, rather narrow silver braid, it
would make a gown pretty enongh for any
#sweotheart.” To make it, the lining is fitted
carefully, boned, and fastened down the front
with hooks and eyes. ;

er,

The silk is gathered in fine little folds into
the shonlder-seams, and the fronts are crossed
in surplice fashion. The full slecves aro very
much like the ordinary two-puffed sleeved,
except there are fine gathers put along the
gide seams, as well as at the top. The bands
are of the braid. The under part of the slesve
can be made plaio, like the lining, while the
upper part, with its folds and bands, is made

on its lining, and the two are then sewed

or B

together. It makes a less clumsy sleeve than
to have the fullness extend under the arm
The braid is put around the waist in a girdle-
shape, slightly pointed in the back and front.

with gold braid.

The second picture shows a little * made-
over"” waist to be worn with a whita wool
skirt. The wide revers of the little jacket
are faced back with green velvet, and the silk
blouse-front worn with

The wide, flaring cufls are of white lined
with the green. The girdle fastens with three
rhinestone and silver buttons, making in all
& very artistic little costume. It can be made

up prettily in any other eolors. To wear with
the here-in-before-mentioned black skirt, a
black waist with a little blonse front of gay
silk would be pretty. Sometimes it i3 most
pleasing to face the jacket revers with the same
color as the jacket itself; thisis particularly
true when the front is of plain silk. How-
ever, when it is of striped, flowered, or ¢change-
able material, it gives a good effect to face the
revers with silk or velvet of one of the shades.
™

The third waist can be made up of silk or chif-
fon, and worn with a dark skirt, or it is a simple
fashion for an entire frock. It is a shirred
waist with ribbons and bows outlining the sev-
eral rows. The two upper rows can be left off
entirely, making it slightly low-neckad. The
sleeves are easily made and are tied with rib-
bon. This style is also useful for “ making
over'” or brightening ‘old gowns. A white
wool or silk skirt worn with a chiffon or mull
waist, made in this way, trimmed with narrow
blue ribbons, is a dainty evening costume.

Soft, heavy white silk is the material used for
the bridal gown here shown. It is made upin
a style particularly becoming to a slender
figure, The plain skirt and heavy train fall
in straight folds. A full ruffle caught oceca-
sionally with flowers finishes the bottom of the
gkirt, but does not extend around the train.
The waist, fitted in the back, is made in front
of folds sewed in with the shoulder and side
seams and drawn around on one side to make a
close-fitting girdle. QOn the gther side the folds
are simply drawn down under the girdle, A
sash with knotted ends and short loops is fas-
tened at the side. In the front is a tuckerof
tulle, closely gathered to a standing band
aronnd the neck., This tncker might be of
chiffon. The sleeves have short puffsand long,
close-fitting undersleeves, Where the puff
ends a band and bow of ribbon is fastened. A
frill around the waist falla over the gloved
hands. A long vail of tullefalls down over the
train and around the figure.

«"e

A stylish arrangement of ribbon bands and
loops for hat trimmings is shown in the head-
ing illustration. The bat is a white felt
trimmed with heavy white silk ribbon, a bunch
of loose violets in shades of purple is caught
in with the bow, and a few are tucked in the
back next the hair, relieving the monotonous
whiteness.

Several close little rosebuds, tied tightly to-
gether with a little green, are more fashionable
for buttonhole-bouquets than even the carna-
tions or orchids, so long worn by the men.
Even as the men do, the girls fusten bunches of
roses like these to their lapels.

A little lavendor sachet to put in with the
housshold linen is of white linen—a piece
doubled making a bag about nine by five and
a half inches is a good size, though they can be
smaller. Sew it up at the side, fringe the ends
out and hemstitch them together., Embroider
diagonally across one side the word lavender,
using purple wash-silk and doing it in the out-
line stitch., Across the back have a band of
lavender ribbon. At each end tie a bow.
Fasten the bows on the embroidered side and
the sachet is finished, excopt that befors the
endaz are fastened thers ought to be a liltle flag |
package of the fragrant lavender 'ipped in.

] This style also would be pretty in red silk |

it is also of green. |

According to recent statements, the average
American girl to-day is one inch larger around

| the hips and bust than was the average girl
| 10 years ago. Sibe is also larger around the
|w;;isl:. and better developed in every way.
This improvement is attributed to the faet
that exercise, particnlarly outdoor exercise,
is so much more in vogne than it was, sod
that good health is prized more, and consid-

ered more beantiful than sickly, pallid delie
cacy.
Again, girls, instead of eating chalk and

arsenic to improve their complexions, using
belladonna to brizhten their eyes, and Iscing
so tightly that stays could only be brought
together with the help of a bedpost and &
| button-hook, brighten their eyes and clear
their skin by means of regular diet, careful
bathing, and quantitics of fresh air. Deep-
breathing exercises aro more fashionable than
Worth, the grestest dressmaker,
dislikes to costnme pinched-in figures, and, if
! possible, always refuses to do so. He sims to
make artistic dresses, and this and tighs laciag
are incompatible.

————-

| tight stays.

.
3 &

Tt is well known that large sizes in women's

shoes are more in demand than the very small
I' ones, bat this might bo doe as much to an ine
| crease in common sense as to an increase in the

MAaDE-OVvER GOowss,

actual size of the foot. While girls delight in
narrow, high-heeled, pointed shoes for house
and evening wear, they have no use for them
on long walks or while playing tennis, bu$
choose, instead, a long, low-heeled shoe or book
that will give them perfect ease and freedom.
On the other haund, so to speak, the gloves
dealers eay that the demand for the smallep
sizes in gloves is inereasing, while the larges
sizes are rarely wanted, which might indicate
that the hands are decreasing in size.
] . &

The slippers with two narrow straps crossing
over the instep are more worn now than any
other style. They are mostly made up in the
suede leather in evening shades. In gray they
are particularly demure and pretty.

L - -

Very scant ruffles are used for trimming
dress skirts. When they are made of ribbom,
as they frequently are, the effect i3 very pretty
as they do not require a heading, and seem byt
a wavy continuation of the folds of the dress
skirt,

.-0

French milliners often slit the ribs of the
wide-brimmed bats and then bend them up
easily in the back. Two cuts, one on sither
side, are generally made. It makes hat-trim-
ming easier in one way, but it requires some
skill to judge exactly where the cuts ought to
be.

e*s
Light-colored felt hats promise to be muech

favored, Golden brown is a fashiomable color,

-
L £l

A pretty costume is described as being of
cloth, “turtle-dove color,” combined with
“real peach-pink ” chiffon. Between the gof$
sarplice folds of the waist was a fullness of the
chiffon, The sleeves were two puffs with a fill
of the goods and an under frill of the chiffon.
The long-trained skirt was made of the cloth
with no trimming save a little braiding around
its hem of the same soft brown as its own
color. This braiding outlined the mrpfioo
folds and the bands of the sleeves and &

straight, narrow beit.

One of the many space-saving schemes that
spring up every day is to have large boxes
made and mounted on wheels that they may
be easily rolled about. They are low enough
to be slipped under the bed, and are genersally
used to hold clothing not in immediate usd,
but are available for other purposes, of course.

s

Black sashes of velvet or silk are worn with
the plaid walsts and the dark-blus or black
skirts. They are a necesssry addition, toe,
giving & piquant finish to the costame more
artistic than any colored belt or sash,

A Fall dress of crepe cloth with a fine dark
stripe is made with wido revers, pulled sleeves
and a plain skirt. The skirt ruflls bas knots
of green velvet (the stripo in the goods is green)
at intervals siong its upper edge. This isn
very popular style for hoase-drssses and a
pretiy one. The rufils of chiffon that fills in

between tho rovers is of white. The belt is
made of the goods.
+%a
A “pointer” to the girl in a rockin

L
chair: Always kasap one fsot touching th‘
foor. Let tho Leei :ize snd (ail snd the food
areh and beud, to aseommodste itself to the
swing of the chair, but do nob let the toes of
that one foot leave the flcor, Thia is muca
moia graenial than Baving Loth feet bobbing

Directoire sashes and revers ars ssen in many

| of the new fashions.

up and down with every rock of (ke chair.
Eusiz PoMEROY MoELROY.




